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ALARMING COLLAPSE OF THE EMINENT. 


** The inevitable has happened, and Poor Pa’s health has once ayain collapsed with the suddenness peculiar to men of giant intellect. Mamma was only con- 
aratulating herself the other day that the Tour had passed off without Pa’'s usual breakdown, and now my hapless parent is almost at death’s door. Ma, however, 
‘8 beyinning to have her suspicions, for, happening to return unexpectedly after leaving Mr. Moses and that horrid McGooseley to take what wus supposed miyht 
be a last farewell, she surprised the trio in a far more lively occupation. Can my parent be but an arch humbug, after all?”’—Tvorsixz. 


“TEACHING YOUR GRANDMOTHER TO SUCK EGGS.” A MIRACLE MONGER. 


In 1836, one Frosch, a labourer of Heiningen, in Germany, 
was im od for three months for sheep stealing. Ten 
ears later he was driving a carriage and four, was buying 
and, had built a house, and was generally known as “The 
Wonder Doctor,” who could cure all diseases, discover any 
secrets, and name without fail in advance the lucky num- 
bers in the State lotteries. 

The lordship of Roth was in the market, the upset price 
of which was £220,000, He agreed to purchase it. The 
Doctor Frosch was evidently possessed of untold wealth, 
He asked for no fees, it is true, but thousands came to him 
and rewarded him liberally, Among these was the simple. 
hearted cashier of the Hiittisheim savings bank, One 
hundred and fifty florins had been stolen from Mr. Ott, 
the cashier's, safe, and he, suspecting the thief, went to the 
* Doctor” toask his help. The doctor told him he would 
never get his money back, but if he would call ina few days 
time he would give himan exact description of the person 
who had robbed him. This, as Ott had) inadvertently 
mentioned his name, and as he was still residing in town, 
was ensily done; bat it appeared to the dupe to be amiricle, 
aad he willingly paid twenty franes for the information, 
About a month later Ott and Frosch met ata fair, where the 
latter had bought a horse, for which he had not money 
enough to pay, and Ott advanced 200 florins, This sum was 


Ta plaining fo a professional bruiser the wisdom Telling a“ mother of twelve” the casiest way to Informing tl:e Eminent what a capital thing “ Un- ALi i ; 
of quagfclliug with people who can't fight. manage @ large family. sweetened ” is fur the lumbago, tu be repaid immediately, but was not, and poor Ott, calling 


31é 


on the “ Miracle Monger” to ask for it, was induced by a wonder- 
ful story then told him to advance more. 

his ‘was the story: There were certain people who possessed 
miraculous powers and could release spirits, and from whom 
nothing remained concealed. Frosch was one of those extra- 
ordinary persons, and had obtained his knowledge of the Dark 
e\rts from a priest in Bavaria, according to the 6th Book of Moses, 
and had already released many souls from purgatory and perdition. 
For this he had received ten to thirteen millions. }t was all in his 
Louse, but he dared not touch any of it for nearly three years, or 
the devil would seize his sou!. Asa proof that he pos abun- 
dant wealth, he produced a heavy bag, from the mouth of which 
he drew forth a handful of golden ducats. Ott took it for granted 
ull below was gold also, and Jent Frosch 1200 florins on the strength 
ut it, and later on other sums. This money he withdrew from the 
tunds of the bank, but seemingly never ned the least doubt of the 
doctor's honesty ung of his own power of returning it when called 
upon, 

But presently, to purchase the lordship of Roth already referred 
to, the doctor obtained much larger sums from the credulous 
cashier, and a friend of this cashier's, a brewer, and in the end Otto 
found himeelf in a fix, and was compelled to demand some |B 
ment. Going for this purpose to Frosch's house, he accidentally 
left behind him on the table the few papers he possessed relating 
to the debt, When, a day or two afterwards, he returned for them, 
Frosch denied that any such papers had ever existed and that he 
owed Ott a shilling. On this the wretched victim, who had been 
swindled out of three thousand pounds in hard cash and had 
become security for another thousand besides, rushed, tearing his 
hair, to the police office. 

Frosch's defence was an extraordinary one. In 1845 2 Swiss 
Jesuit, he swore, had come to him and promised 100,000 florins if 
he could cure his son of consumption. He readily undertook the 
cure, and effected it. In gratit the Jesuit handed him a large 
sum on account, out of which he paid Ott all he owed him. He 
ullowed that no one but Ott and he and the Jesuit could prove the 
truth of this story, and Madame Frosch, called as a witness, could 
=, state that a strange man with a black beard had one night 
called on the doctor. The doctor himself could not remember the 
Jesuit’s name or his place of abode. 

The jury found him guilty, and he was sentenced to ten years 

ur, He appealed and got two years more. 
e e e e a e 
THE BIGG FITE. 

We carn't findd no more off the deeming boi nor arf a trowser 
lege an seal off a boot. This hav bin a bizzi time, Corlet and 
Sulliving and other champyings pleesse note. 

(Neat week, The Fair Quaker.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——— 
©.° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Cannot do it, WILLIAM WESTON— Where's the joke, we'd like ta 
know? Much obliged for letter, TarrY; But it always has 
been 80, Quite an alteration, CARPER, Any time will do, J. 8. 
Yes, perhaps it might, AN ATHLETE; But for very little Ices. 
No, we haven't space for story: Thank you all the same, A BARD. 
Tky's always been, A READER, Somewhat of a knowing card. 
ALLY cannot tell you, MissiE; Better write direct, he thinks. 
Anything that's stuod him, SALVO— That is what Mc Gooseley 

rinks, 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.0.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“TnE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOK LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE LA BANQUE 


Se 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen, to meet 
with his or her death ina Kailway Accident to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of, the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER'6 HALF- 
Houwayr” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLoPER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 
SCENE— Workhouse, 

Labour Master. 1 can't quite understand that fellow, Potter ; 
he’s a great strong chap, but he takes the most tremendously long 
time over his work —doesn't seem able to do in a week what 
another man could do in a day. 

Attendant, Oh, that's easily explained, sir; he used to be in 
business as a plumber. ** 


It is said to be a poor rule which won't work both ways. If 
that is the case, what do you think of this? Aman who has seven 
pair of boots has a pair for every day in the week, and yet the 
man who has only one pair of boots also has a pair for every day 
in the week. Funny, ain't it? 


Father, Nonsense, my dear, Mr. Solomons is a financier—well, a 
money lender, if you like, but he is a man of very high principle, 
Daughter, Yes, father ; and very high interest, too, I'm told, 
ss 
s 
In days of yore, ‘twas parents taught 
Their offspring wisdom ;_ now 
The young ‘uns give their elders points 
And beat 'em anyhow, 
ss? 


Mr. Penhecker. 1 am certainly of opinion that everything which 
is published in a paper should be signed by the writer, 

Mrs. Penhecker Veith @ significant look at her husband). It 
would have one good effect, Mr. P. It would doaway entirely with 
those infamous jokes about wives and mother-in-laws and other 
abused and ill-treated women. * 


Inquiring Child, What is the meaning of the expression “one 
of the ities of fame”? 

Father. One of the penalties of fame, my son, is seeing the little 
wood cuts of yourself which the evening papers will pass off as 
your likeness, 


a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 543.—The “British Egg-Seller” Costume. 
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Put a in the slot and the i 
figure will say, “ Bai Jove ! awfully ARRIVALS AT TNE 20 
jolly, don'tcherknow !” Irish Bulls. 


Wife. What do you think ot my new bicycl ng costume, George ? Isn't it chic? 
Husband. Chie do you call\it? confounded cheek would be nearer the mark, 


THE LATEST SCARF PIN. 
The Anarchist Bomb, 


e@r 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No, 37—Worton, 


L8aturday, October 6, 1894. 


ScENeE—Drawing-Room, 
Buzz of conversation suddenly stops as gentleman rises from the 


iano, 
Hostess and Guests (aushingly). Oh, thanks, professor ; quite a 
musical treat, really—such a delightlul selection. Is it something 
of your own! ; : It 1 = 
rofessor (sternly), Oh, no; I have only been playi 
and five-finger peti : ig . ’ ee 
s 


THE sermon against waste is never preached more eloquent] 
than in the United States. There is a new machine cantly 
invented to extract the arsenous poison from defunct blackbeetles 
for the purpose of setting the green dyes at the local ribbon 
factories. ees 

* 


Magistrate, Now, prisoner at the bar, I wish to kn>w why you 
hit your husband with the kitchen epareh as you admit you did! ? 

risoner, Sure, ic Anner, I couldn't find the broomstick as I 
use in general, so I took the nearest thing that come. 


It warms the dentist's heart and makes 
Him wear a happy 

When yet another sweetstuff shop 
Starts business in,the place. 

Englishman (in New York, wishing to be genial, to Negro Waiter), 
Good morning, uncle. 

Negro Waiter. I beg yer lon, sah, but youse not ‘lowed to 
insult a coloured pusson in dis country, sah. 

Englishman. Insult! What the dickens do you mean? 

Negro Waiter, Why, sah, youse called me youse uncle, sah; _ we 
am no relations, sir, for Ise proud to say, sah, dat we nebber had no 
dudes in our fam'ly, sah ! ee 

s 


“ THE beach of this interesting watering place is at low tide to 
be seen scattered with sea gulls:and ‘sixty per cents,’ Turn which 
way you will you may suddenly find yourself pierced by the sharp 

k of the sea fowl on the boko of the astute Hebrew.”—New 
Margate Guide, os 
s 

Friend, 1s your new play much of a success, old chap? 

_ Alodern Playwright. Much of asuccess? my dear fellow, I should 
just think so, Why, it’s set all the critics by the exrs, and there 
aren't two of them hold the same opinion about it. 


s 
Proud Mother, My dear daughters are so accomplished, you know ; 
I assure yes we have spared no pains in that direction. 
Second Proud Matron, Well, I really don’t blame you; men 
naturally expect something of the sort when they can't get beauty. 


a 
A 8WEET young thing wants to know whether the all-open car 
system was introduced on the railways in America for the purpose 
of suppressing tunnel kissing, the separate compartment system, 
so to speak, cutting off all evidence provided the parties were 
entirely alone, ee 
s 


Mre, Minx. The idea of that there Emp'rer of Chinee a-callin’ 
himself the brother of the Sun and I don’t know what else! Why, 
he’s on'y common clay, the same as the rest of us. 

Mr, Ming. You're wroug there, missis, anyhow, ‘cos he must 
be made of china clay, se 


= 
HE loved her for her beauteous hair, 
But how the fellow stewed 
When they were wed and when he had 
To have that hair renewed, 


= 

Jonceshy. 1 say, that fellow Smith is going about telling people 
that I put sixpence into the collection plate at Church last Sunday 
evening and took out half-a-sovereign. What shall I do? 

Lawyer. Sue him for defamation of character, and make him 
prove his slanderous assertion. 

Joneshy, Oh !—ah !—yes-s-x, but he can do that, because he was 
holding the Esta don’t you see, © 

Lawyer, Humph! Then I should advise you to treat the scandal 
with the silent contempt it deserves, 


s 

My DEAR ALLY,—The papers have recently been publishing 
accounts of the various treatments of passengers on rd the 
different steamers running out of London, and I want to add my 
experience tothat of others. A short timeago I went to Margate on 
the La Marguerite, and I wasn't treated once all day! Worse 
than that, my cap blew overboard, and the captain wouldn’t even 
stop to pick it up! Yours disgustedly, 0. L. D, Boozer. 


s 

Counsel, Now, attend to me, sir, and please endeavour to re- 
member you are upon your oath ; had you any reason to doubt the 
plaintiff's veracity? 

Witnesea (firmly). Undoubtedly, I had. 

Counsel. You deliberately assert that, sir; then please tell the 
Court your reason for believing my client capable of falsehood. 

Witness, Certainly; why, he used to be the waterside corres- 
pondent of a fishing paper. *.° (Ordered to stand down, 


JONEs says that when a husband doesn’t settle anything on hit 
wife when they are first married, as soon as Poverty comes in and 
Love flies out of the window she's likely enough to settle some- 
thing on him with a—broomstick. 

s 

Benedict. Why don't you get married, Celebus? 

Celebus. Not me. A married man is forced to be a fool, a knave 
or a martyr, and I’m not having any. 

Benedict, How do you make that out? 

Celebus. Why, he must either be fool enough to let his wife rule 
him, or knave enough to pretend to her that she does ; or else live 
a life of martyrdom in fighting every day for the right of enjoying 
his own opinion. .% 

= 


Tootsie is not: always as good-natured as she need be: she 
recently compared one of her bosom friends elad in ballet costume 
to a pur of glove stretchers stuck in a beer funnel. 


= ¢ 
Sd 


SHE fixed a flower in his buttonhole, 
And he smiled at her kindness, till 
She whispered low, with a deepening glow, 
This, love, is my milliner’s bill. 
ss 
s 
Restaurant, 
First Diner. Waiter, come here ; this fish is very nice. 
T'll have my plate re-soled. 
Second Diner. And, waiter, I'll have mine eeled, please. 
ss 


I think 


s 
cMang Lovely Young Thing. Why, dear, how very pale you look 
to-night. 
Second Lovely Young Thing. Yes, darling ; I'm afraid the heat 
of the room is upsetting me. 
First Lovely Young Thing. Oh, that's it, is it, dear? I thought 
perhaps you had forgotten your rouge box. 


— ee 


Ewery Monday. One Malfpenny:- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading. 
\CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
90 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, October 6, 1894.} 
TOOTSIE ON THE DERBY WINNER. 


——— 


WELL, here we are back again in town, thank goodness, No 
nies Nae coon cae veeningt Why uct to Dewy Lace! 
ve evenin ot to 
W were skall we go g y re 
it shall be. 


. e * 

Sir Augus- 
tus has done 
many big 
things but 
not ng 
better than 
his new and 
ori £ inal 
sporting and 
avec Me 
4 drama, e 

Derby Win- 
ner, First of 
all as to the 
scenes and 
effects. The 
military ball 
must soon be 
the talk of 
es eases 
: Yhat, I won- 
e reille: ”. 

Rink Spain: der, would 
one of those 
good old Adelphi guests. I nave heard so much of, say to these 
sir Augustus has gathered together? Why, they tell me their 
dresses have cost thousands. And how well the dances were 
managed. I have seen a good deal of bumping togeter of couples 
ata real military ball, but there is none here. Then, the sale of 
the horses at Tattersali’a, and the Derby race-course, with its real 
horses oy tell me ag Abpea to have little profile ones, once ona 
time), the grand stand, the crowd, the life and bustle. These were 
sights to see, 

th to the acting, Mra. John Wood and Miss Alma Stanley took 
chief honours. Mrs. John Wood I never saw act better. Every 
line tells, and is received with a roar of laughter. Her appearance 
and her manner are exactly what they ought to be as the racing 
Duchess of Milford. Equally good, too, is Miss Alma Stanley, as the 
wicked woman of the play, Awfully well she looked, and graceful 
in every action. Her reckless abandon is delightful, and she 
plays the character to the life. Miss Beatrice Lamb is a beautiful 
and majestic Countess of Debra and there are besides, other 
duchesses and countesses and > ae rn ladies, who are of noble 
presence. Among the actors, Mr, Arthur Bourchier does well as 
the hero, as does also Mr, Charles Cartwright as the villain; Mr. 
George Giddens is _very funny, and Mr. Lionel Rignold is capital 
asatrainer, Mr. H. Eversfield plays cleverly as the jockey. 

The villain of the play, Major Mostyn, has a lien on the Earl of 
Desborough’s stud, which includes the Derby favourite, Clipstone. 
The Major pretends to be friendly with the 1, but does not love 
him, He, however, loves the Earl's wife, so you see, in a manner 


Earl of Desborough. 
ARTHUR. BOURCHIER, 


Mayor Mostyn 
OBARLES CaRTWRIGIT. 


Countess of ’ 
BEATRICE Lama, 


of speaking, it is all in the family. The wicked Major, at the same 
time that he is forming nefarious desi with respect to the 
Countess, has also been carrying on with Mary,'the governess. The 
Countess herself is, of co spotless as snow; but it is a 
regrettable fact, that the Earl himself in his bachelor days, had 
carried on with a certain Vivien Darville and, I regret it is my 
duty to add, had carried on awfully. You will observe, my dears, 
‘tat this, like most recent productions, is hardly the piece to bring 
your grandma to see, so she will have to be left at home with a 
we wee »” ce. 

When Vivien arrives unexpectedly at the Earl's ancestral home, 
you can imagine the Earl, like many other good husbands would 
hive done in his place, feels a little awkward, and when the 
Countess finds Vivien fainting in the Earl's arms she feels bad. 
In the next act things do not improve. The Major works Retully 
hard to make the Countess more and more jealous, and tells Dic 
Hammond, the Earl's jockey and Mary's sweetheart, that it was the 
Earland not himself who carried on with Mary, whilst, at the same 
time, he persuades the Earl that Dick Hammond is the wrong- 
doer, On this the Earl dismisses Dick from his se , and pre- 
‘ently at the ball which follows the Countess finds Vivien dancing 
with her husband, and uses cutting remarks. 

__ Next we find ourselves at a large London hotel, and the Countess 
in the power of the Major. A scene ensues which would certainly 
startle your grand ut the Earl bursts into the room in the 
nick of time, and having given the Major one for himeelf, rushes 
forth to the nearest post office, or wherever they sell them, for a 
‘orm of divorce. 
Thin; grow 
lively. The 
Earl’s stud is 
sold at Tatter- 
sall’s, and the 
Favourite 
would certainly 
have fallen into 
Yj) the hands of 
‘the wicked 
Major did not 
Mrs. John 


Wood _ oppor- 
tunely drop in 
and buy it. The 
wick Major 
can't keep quiet 
even now, but 
drugsthe Earl's 
ockey. Then 
comes Dick 
Hammond,who 
has learnt the 
truth about 
Mary, atthe last 
: moment to the 
“sone, The Favourite comes in first and we all make a pot of money. 
_ take ny advice, boys and girls, and go and see Tae Derby 
Wenner at Drury Lane. 


Dachess of Milford: 
Mrs. JOHN Woon, 


dow Auliner : 
LIONEL RIGNOLD. 
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THE BEACON LIGHT! 


Attend, all ye who list to hear of ALLY SLOPER'S praise, 
We'll tell how thie Samaritan the stricken ones raise! 

Let beacons flash along the evast, and blaze from towers to hills 
Announcing to the wide, wide World 


The fame of SLOPER'S PILLS! 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


Price 4" Per Box (50 Pills). 


LOPER'S PILLS =« a long-felt want—namely, a Pill at 
s such a price that Rl the reach of both rich and poor. 


QLOPER’S PILLS, although new to the Public, have been in 
pirate use for many years past, and their efficiency is beyond 
question. 


L R’S PILLS are made from the prescription of an 
8 or nent Physician, practising in the West End of London, 
whose name is a household word. 


QLOPER'S PILLS are free from Mercury and all pernicious 
ingredients, and are not unpleasant to the palate. 


QLOPER'S PILLS are practically half the price of any other 
Pill in the market, and are equally effectual. 


GLOPER'S PILLS will be found invaluable in cases of Liver 
Complaint, Indigestion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, 
Nervousness, Shortness of Breath, Costiveness, Headache 
Wind, Blotches on the Skin, Pimples, Debility, Disturbed 
Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Biliousness, Want of Tone, all 
Female Complaints, etc. 


GQLOPER's PILLS give almost immediate relief. Full direc- 
tions accompany each box. 
gt 


PER’S PILLS onl uire a trial to be used by every- 
y—young, misdeeds and old, uf 
GLOPER's PILLS.—Each_ box bears the Government Stamp 
and the ayes of GURDEN & CO., without which none 

are genuine, 


QLOPER's PILLS.—Enach box contains Fifty Pills for Nine- 
nce Halfpenny, which, to all intent, is half the price of the 
t Pills now being offered to the Public. 


QLOPER’s PILLS.—As there may be some difficulty at first in 
obtaining SLOPER’S PILLS at your Chemist's, they will be 
sent through the post, free of cost, to any address, on receipt 
of stamps or P.O.O. for Ninepence Halfpenny, but be sure to 
ask your Chemist or Druggist first if he keeps them. 


“WORTH A MINT OF MONEY.” 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


Price €}” Per Box (50 Pills). 
Sent to any address without charge for Postage. 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL FROM THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


69 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, B.C. 


A KONSTABLE ON KISSING. 

“Wot!” ejaculated the good-natured, smiling, got-a-fam'ly-at- 
home-of-my-own bobby at London Bridge Station, as the ten 
o'clock train for Brighton steamed out, and quite a little regiment 
of fathers and brothers and damp-eyed lovers turned to leave the 
station and return to their offices or warehouses. “See a lot o’ 
kissin’? I should rather think I did—enough to supply all the 
hunt-the-slipper parties in the kingdom from Mic’lmas to C'ristmas ! 
Seems funny, that a man who'd blush if he was even caught 
looking at a girl goin’ across a muddy crossin’ or a woman who'd 
be shocked at one of her sex even smilin’ in the street, thinks 
nothink here of grabbin’ hold of one another and ki each 
other as if they really meant it. True, some o’ them | hag Be -di- 
dahs at the bookstall says as it ‘makes ‘em sick,’ but ‘a all 
rot. I b'lieve in There's more human nature in a 
ee iss than you'll see in a Blackfriars’ tram. Why, do you 

now, I classifies 'em! There's the kiss o' partin’, the kiss of 
greetin’, the comin’«own-on-Saturday kiss, the pretty cousin kiss, 
the don't-go-mashin’-on-the West Pier-kiss, and the wallowin’ sort 
o’ kiss they plant on to a fat baby. Another thing I always 
notices, That's when a ‘usband is seein’ his wife off. He kisses 
her once on the platform—on the mouth, of course, I mean, but 
whilst she's a-standin’ on the platform—then he kisses her again 
just as she’s on the steps o’ the carriage, and, ninety-nine times out 
of a’undred she turns and gays, ‘Well, good-bye, dear,’ and gives 
him a reg'lar buster before he shuts the carriage door. But lor, 
sir, there's only one thing about it all that seems a pity—like the 
tly in the amber as it were.” 

“ And what's that?” 

CG Why, sir, it don’t seem to me to matter to the men what sort 
o’ kiss it is, or how dear the woman it came from, it’s always 
removed as soon as the train starts, in the same ‘orrid manner.” 

“ How's that?” 

“Well—I hardly like to mention it, sir—but it takes place acrost 
there, in the refreshment bar! Could I? Well, sir, 1 don’t mind 
if I do; it'll be first I’ve had this mornin’.” 


—- 


SLOPERIAN PHILOSOPHY. 

WARRANTED FRESH AND LAID BY OUR OWN HENS: PLEASE 
EXAMINE YOUR CHANGE BEFORE LEAVING THE COUNTER 
as MISTAKES CANNOT AFTERWARDS BE RECTIFIED. 

“GIVE us the straight tip, old chap,” writes a familiar corre- 
spondent, “what does a bald head denote?” Sillidiot! As if 
anybody didn’t know! A. SLOPER is labouring under the impres- 
sion that a bald head denotes absence of hair. 

Mr. I. Moses has lately been seen to pull out of his fob and 
consult a bund fide watch, attached to a veritable chain. The 
supposition is that he has married his aunt and borrowed the late 
lamented’s key of the safe in which he kept the unredeemed pledges. 

An upset beehive is supposed to be a fair average incentive to 
madness, but it is a mere trifle compared to the woman whose 
mind is upset at having found a bill for an unknown bonnet in her 
husband's pocket. 

“ Evelina Ethel " writes asking SLOPER how long a gentleman 
should be acquainted with her before she allows him to kiss her. 
Oh—er—a matter of a few hours; say long enough for her father 
and big brother to have gone to bed. 

When you see a man call the conductor's attention to the fact 
that there are only ten persons sitting on his side of the tramcar, 
just look a little closer, and it’s ten to one you'll tind that he is 
sandwiched in between two of the sweetest girls you've seenthat day ! 

Many 8 woman dusts billiard chalk off her husband's coat with 
tears in her eyes as she retlects how late he has had to work at his 
desk right up against that nasty whitewashed office wall. 

In the midst of all our woes, of bad trade and worse taverns, it 
is some comfort to retlect that one firm in America has manufac- 
tured already this year 150,000,000 corkscrews, 

“« 


tomm: issin’, 


ya? 
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A DISASTROUS EXPERIMENT. 
~~ 


How I yearned, how I thirsted for fame! 
To be sure, I was not without celebrity of a certain sort. My 


last serial in that well- 
QBVW ey fy 
[ SS Up 


known farthing weekly 
— Cinders eaattiled. 


“The Suspended Corpse; ; me 
or, the ret of the q sat wae Sees 
Gory Mountains,” had shed SOCIRTY 
achieved no little suc- * ied fog THe 
cess ; and the editor had es { ‘Vi paeasavene: ap 


sprung an extra : 


eighteenpence a column . PURE 
for future work. \{i LITERATURE 
“You're just ‘in- Jonna 


ning to feel the public SANS 
pulse, Blyster,” he said 
affably, as we sat con- 
cocting a suitable title 
for my next effusion. 
“ But, whatever vou do, 
don't try to be brainy. 
Our rs don't want 
brains — they want: 
blood. porns Sper pen, (0 
in gore, my —write — ~\ 
with red ink neces- ANN” 
sary. <Avernge about 
three homicides a col- 
umn—don't omit thede- 
tective element — keep 
Charley Peace in your f 
eye as the model hero — ; 
—and you'll knock the { \ 
stuffing out of all the 
Haggards and Steven- 
sons that ever drew breath !” 
Still, all this delighted me not. What cared | to see enthralled 
errand-boys, oblivious to all surroundings, sitting on stray door- 
steps, bu fathoms deep in my sanguinary narratives? What I 
wanted was real fame — literary fame: para hs in the big 
dailies—pages in the literary weeklies—panegyrics in the ines 
—praises in the quarterlies, 1 wanted to see publishers fighting 
for my MSS., and an eager world clamouring for my next peeves 
tion. 1 wanted to see my effusions inquired for at all libraries 
and at all tip-top booksellers. I worried myself almost to a 
shadow in my efforts to bring this about; but it was useless, 
I was about to give the whole thing up as a bad job, when 


suddenly I had an inspiration. If modern fictional Giants (with 
. Ley G) are to be believed, they never invent their plots and 
inc 


ts, they simply dreamthem. Ah! ah! I, too, would dream ! 
I would even nightmare if necessary! And t would produce a 
plot, the like of which for horror and monstrous unreality, the 
world had never et 
imagined—a plot that 
should shake civiliza- 
tion to its core | 

But then there 
frose an awkward 
drawback. My di- 
‘gestive powers were 
of the weakest, and 
suppers | righteously 
avoided ; and how to 
dream without heavy 
suppers I knew not. 
But I was not to be 
cbaulked. A still more 
luminous idea struck 
me. I would dream 
by deputy, and the 
slavey should be my 
victim. 

The idea was 
\\ broached to my wife. 
\\ She was not enthu- 
siastic about it at 
first. She desired to 
know what I wanted 
pe girl to do? What 


— 


RE 
\ \ NN \ \\ 


\\j-=@ 
\ XY \ NNN = 
WR AWK 


" 


| \ wanted to interfere 
AY A with her at all for? 
aN In fact, she was 
snappish. (She usu- 

T explained to her. ally is if I venture 


to look at one of our 
oft-changed handmaidens, though ITcaven knows they are always 
of the homeliest pattern. She takes care of that But I over- 
came her scruples, and the fiat went forth, that Hephzibah, the 
damsel in question, was to sup royally and dream her hardest. 

She was an angular, sandy-haired, flabby-cheeked, unemotional 
hireling, who looked very surly at first when | broached the 
subject. She seemed to be under the impression that 1 wanted 
more than my money's value out of her. She brightened up 
though, when she began to understand what was required of 
her, and a gleam of ghoulish satisfaction illumined her visage 
as, late one night, she sat down to underdone roast pork, pickled 
cabbage, and a quart of double stout. 1 explained to her that 
she was to eat and drink heartily, go straight to bed, and the 
per first thing in the snoenlog to give me, to the best of her 
ability, a full and unvarnished account of any nocturnal 
visions that might have disturbed or comforted her virgin slumber. 

But it was a failure. 
The next morning she said 
she'd “slep’ as sound as a 
top—didn’t remember nuf- 
fink.” Iwas amazed, and 
foaed on her with awe. 

ly wife sniffed contempt- 
uously, and grumbled at 
theexpense. But 1 per- 
sisted; and substituted 
cucumber for the pickled 
cab! . Still no result. 
The third night, I added 
: ces of bee fe a 

nal course, top y a 
tumbler of strong whisky 
and water. That did it! 
At three in the morning 
our chamber door was vio- 
lently attacked, and as I 
pane alarmed from bed. 
ne voice of Hephzibah 
ried : 

“Don't be afraid, sir; 
it’s on'y me, sir! Oh! 
I've ' such a lovely 
dream, sir! I dremp ‘as 
you got tired o’ missius, 
an'couldn’t stand her nag- 

in’ ways no longer, so ‘nd 

er divorced, an’ then mar- 
ried me, an’ we lived ‘appy 
everafterwards, Oh! itawas 
@ scrumshus dream, sir!” 

“Jonathan,” said my wife, sternly. from beneath the  bed- 
clothes, “that girl packs her box direetly it’s daylight. If there's 
any more dreaming to be done in this house, Ul do it myself for 
the future!” 


r 
t 
Cc 


“It's only me, sir.” 
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“T regret to say that Papa has 
consented to my marriage with 
Charley. My hopes of an elope- 
ment are therefore crushed in the 
bud. Isn't ita shame ?"—Lrtract 
‘rom Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._THE MIKADO OF JAPAN. 
_ 62 J 3 


Aunty, Go for a sail with Captain Loveby ? No, I don't think it 
“Oh, Mra, Gubbins, how beautifully your son is xafe. 


bangs the big draw in our volunteer tuini !—so Niece, But he says he will be very careful and hug the shore, 
Jourl aud strom!" Lear boy ! they always sald Auny. Ab, my dear, it's that hugging I am afraid of. 1 know 
be would make a noise in the world 1” whut it is. 


“Yes; my hushand has left me withont leaving a message 
of any sort.” “How crucl!" “Yes; he was blowed up at 
the powder magazine.” 


%e* Miss Sloper will Le delighted to receive photographs from those 
@& her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


No. 359.—Mixs JEsst® MARDEN. 
“This heart of mine will ever beat for thee!" —The Dook Snook, 
“Pair Jessie is the centre of my thoughts!” —Lord lv, 


“Who would not worship such a lepa beauty !" 
. me —The Hon, Billy. 


By an oversight—or was it jealonsy ?—every Loudon newspaper omitted to mention 


the fact that it was A. SLOPE who carried the uews of the great Japanese victory 
to the Mikado at Tokio, “ You've knocked ‘em this time, ohd son!" cried the F.O.M., 
nas he burst into the presence of Mutsio Hito, with flowing dimono around him amd 
his little tummy encircled by an ample obi, “We thank the honourable stranger of 
the crimson lantern-lit countenance for naming us after the orb of the day, but we do 
hot comprehen! him,” quietly remarked the Mikado ; “but now we come to have an 
honourable look at him we think that we have met him sometime back in the 
company of our honourable friend Sir Edwin Arnolki, Have we not the honourable 
Pleasure of addressing the Great Boko?” “True, O King!" and A. SLOPEK gave a 
graphic account of the victory. “We must celebrate the event,” said the Mikalo; 
“what will the Great Boko take to drink—a glass of chrysanthemum wine or a 
thimblefal of lily water?" A. SLOrEK said he thought he wonki xample buth_— 
(1) The Mikado clapped his hands once, and a handmaid brought in the ch 

anthemum wine.—(3) The Mikado clapped his hands twice, aud there entered a 


yonng person with the lily water. A. SLOPER acknowledges that in his chequerel 
eareer he has tasted more potent beverages, but he was too honourably polite tu x1 
so,-—(3) Then the Mikado led him outside and introduced him to the people as the 
honourable bearer of the glorious news. The people placed their foreheads ou the 
gronud and shouted with joy, and A.SLorkKR smile! beniguly on them and cou- 
descendingly observed to their ruler that they seemed a very nice people, especially 
that little one yonder in a light green kimono and purple obi. Mutsu Hito said he 
woukl honourably introduce him to her.—(4) And later they might have been secn 
together, wandering in the twilight, A. SLOPRR was whispering soft nothings into 
her ear, to which she said: “Oh, go along, you hononrable old silly!” But the 
Eminent said that he did not intend to do anything of the kind, but woul! stay 
altugether.——(5) Aud no doubt he woukl have done, had not what he at first towk 
to be a corpulent lady Jap appeared on the scene, and him on the head with 
a Japanese uwbrella, exclaiming at the same time: “SLOPER, you wretch ! I have 
fouul you at last, have 1? Uome you back to Battersca |" A 


THE ELDER’S HEALTH CAUSES ANXIETY TO HIS FRIENDS. 


(1) “Dear me,” said MeParritch tne the Session, “the Elder's lookin’ unco’ croose an’ canty. It's 
a bad sivn, Aw'm swithering whether tue give him a hantle French nails oot o' ma gun or a wee 
dose o’ ma patent spring Electriticr out o° the jar.” 


(2) “Man, Elder, it’s workin’ beantifu’,” 
yelled McP.,* ye maun e’en swallow anither 
hauf-pint.” 


(3) “Elder, Filer,” babble! McParritch, “but Aw'm prood o' ye! Ye're a vers 


different man.” “Aye! Aye!" moaned McNab, weurily, “gi’e me anither do, 
Tammie, an’ Awl be a goyyle-e’ed Serryphum.” 
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JAPAN. 


Ww- Eke S8abes- An: objec lesson- 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Tlere you are, ladies and gentlemen, walk up. walk up. Mind the step and wipe your fect on the — contrire :—Our hospitals will | fesaged Sill, Should aportemen much of this game kill :—Prince 


nce more with William does agree :—Sir Wilfred Lawson views 


doormat, That's it. This way, please. The band has just commenced and the curtain is about to Bismarck, as oe now here see, 
xo up on one of the grandest spectacles of mudern times, Silence, please! and on we go:—A with fear, The Grand Old Man's remarks on beer :—Lord Charles declares that “offence” ts, 
Canon gay, the other night, Waa found in rather awkward plight :—Down Kast [learn a bride's In war the very best of “biz."—There you are. What think you of it,eh? Almost takes your 
attire, 1s ‘lent on casy terms of hire :—T0 lick ereation Yankeca strive, And record Cyclones now breath away, don't it, Better still next week —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A GALLANT COPPER, 


“Young woman, d'yon call this a new laid egg?” “Well, sir, I 
Must confess it ds a ‘little dieky.’” 


B 


\ 


JOHNNIES A LA MODE. 
Some of the boys—some of the Lest. *Do the ‘ Favourites’ often pass this way, please?" “ Not as often as I should like, Misa.” much as ever you like, but leave me alone, 


“Ere, Bill Jones, yer can go and hit my young brother about as 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—2_— 


Tr there fs one game more than another calculated to please the 
average Englishman, it is undoubtedly Football. It is such a 
delightfully uncertain game, and is 
just as likely to end ina general mas- 
sacre or a free fight as in anything 
elxe. Although the Senson is still but 
young, the list of casualties almost 
makes one’s hair stand on end. Talk 
about the War, why it is comparatively 
on ene in comparison with Foot- 

mul, ses 
a 


EVER up to date, Messrs. C.T. Brock 
& Co, have arranged a firework re 
tacle at the Crystal Palace depicting 
the recent great naval battle between 
the Japs and Chinese. The British 
public, who for the most part delight 
in spectacles of this description, will 
doubtless appreciate Messrs. Brock's 
effort to please them. 

s 


s 

Heanrino that Li Hung Chang is 
in danger of being deprived of several 
more peacock fenthers, A. SLOPER, 
rf bel ees etic as ever, has forwarded to 
the t Chinese-Gencral half a dozen 
jet black feathers plucked from the 
tail of the old family rooster. 

ses 
s 

Tuk Tottering Structure has this day 
conferred the “ Award of Merit” upon 
FRED Rome, because he's a smart and popular comedian, “ ¥ey- 
ther,” chortled the Blue-Orbed, “wot ‘a wonderful heye you ‘ave 

t for genius, ain't you? Fred's making a pretty big name for 

imself, I tell you, and you'd ‘ave to Rome a jolly long way before 
you'd find « smarter artiste.” The Aged quailed at the pun, but 
ultimately let his son and heir off with a caution, 
ee 

s 


A YANKEE gentlemon having succeeded in divorcing his wife 
with the aid of a forged document, has now repented, Failing in 
his attempt to persuade his late wife to remarry, he has appealed 
tothe Court to annul the decree nisi, This is very funny, very 
funny indeed. Most husbands having regained their freedom 
would think twice before thrusting their heads into the same 
noose again. But Jonathan is proverbially eccentric, 

ss 
s 

ToorTstF learns with interest that the future of dancing is not 
pt so hopeless as it appeared to be some time ago. There isa 
decided tendency towards a 
renewed interest in this de- 
lightful and healthful amuse- 
ment, says one authority, and 
it is quite possible that before 
long it will take its right 
ee as a fashionable even- 
ng pastime. All of which is 
highly satisfactory and inter- 
esting. *.° 


In view of the rumoured 
resignation of the Duke of 
Cambridge, A_SLOPER has 
been approached by the 
Government, who are anxious 
to know whether he would 
care to accept the Comman- 
der-in-Chieftainship. ALLY 
would make a splendid suc- 
cessor. There’s an affinity 
between him and the Dook 
in the matter of umbrellas. 
Both ginghams have become 
by time historical. 


s 

THE statement that we 
are going to publish an 
edition de luxe of Larks! is 
quite unfounded. As a 
matter of fact, everybody's 
thoroughly well satisfied with the mammoth ha'porth as it is,and 
when we come to consider 
don't wonder at it. *,° 


Bun eating was at one time looked upon asa sort of pandering 
to the stomach, but the Hon. Billy has turned it into something 
approaching an art. His seaside tour has evidently put a wondrous 
keen edge upon his appetite, consequently the Aerated bread shops 
in the vicinity of Shoe Lane are reapingarich harvest. The other 
day Billy managed to cut his own record, devouring in the space 
of fifty-five minutes thirty-six and a half buns, This ¢s enterprise 
with a vengeance ! - 


THE long-talked-of match between the Skunk, Ladas, Isinglass 
and Throstle will probably come off in Battersea Park during the 
month of November—probably the 5th, The race will be for 
bottle of “ Unsweetened,” subscribed for by the owners of the 
respective thoroughbreds, The match is creating a great deal of 
sensation in sporting circles. *,° 


THROUGH sheer pluck and perseverance on the part of the 
artistes engaged in its interpretation, Zhe Queen of Brilliants has 
undoubtedly been 
worked up into one of 
the successes of the 
season. The Lyceum 
Theatre is now quite 
as crowded as it is 
during Irving's ten- 
ancy. Weare pl 
at this result, asa lot 
of money must have 
been expended in the 
production of the 
opera, Of course 
Lillian Russell is the 
life of the piece, and 
whilst she 1s on the 
stnge the piece shows 
no sign of flagging. 
Her departure, though, 
is fullowed by a feeling 
of depression which 
might well prove 
dangerous to even the 
most brilliantly 
written) play. The 
actors and actresses 
are certainly not to 
blame. It seems to us 
the fault of the play- 
wright, who seems 


gus to have concentrated 
. all his ability on the 


ne om character, and to have lapsed into carclessness during 
er absence from the stage. 


ao 
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Theatre of Varieties. The comic 
divertissement, as it is termed, is 
crammed full of fun, and the antics 
of the monkeys are greeted with roars 
of laughter throughout. Of course, 
as in all Alhambra Kallets, Love- 
liness is very conspicuous, and both 
Julia Seale and Signorina Cormani 
give a eet d capital display of 
graceful danc: Dg, 


s 

Orvers for our “CHRISTMAS 
NUMBER "are even thus early coming 
to hand. The Queen has commanded 
A. SLOPER to appear before her in 
person, bringing with him proofs of 
the stupendous twopenny worth 
whilst Lord Rosebery has requeste 
that a copy shall be sent to each 
member of the Government at the 
earliest opportunity. 


s ; . 
ALTHOUGH the Confectioners 
and Bakers’ Exhibition at the Agri- 
cultural Hall last week contained 
many attractive features, A. SLOPER 
was not quite happy. Cakes, ginzer- 
bread, ete., have no charms for him. 
Probably he will emerge from his shell during the Brewers’ 
Exhibition. Sampling drinks is a vocation for which the Ancient 
Old Wreck has great admiration. 
| 
s 
It is no longer a secret that Mrs. Sloper reared the Twins on 
Mellin’s Food, but it may come as an eye-opener to many that for 
some time past Snatcher and Toddles have been regaled on the 
same lines, It is ees marked effect on the . eS Kennels, 
and both dogs are visibly putting on flesh. A Mra. F. M. Law- 
rence, who has recently brought up six Skye Terrier puppies on 
Mellin, put Mrs. Sloper up to the tip. It appears that Mrs. Skye 
ied a week after her pups were born, and the poor little orphans 
would have followed their mother, had they not been taken in 
hand by their mistress, who, aided by a baby’s feeding bottle and 
Mellin’s Food, has made them fat and healthy. 
se 
s 
OWING to the lamentable indisposition of the Eminent, Mrs. 
Sloper’s shrimp and muffin tea, announced for the 10th inst., is 
indefinitely postponed. *\° 


THE freeborn American brags not a little about the liberty and 
equality of his country, but he doesn’t always practise what he 
preaches. Quite re- 
ny a coloured 
clergyman pur- 
chased a Pullioan 
ticket for a railway 
journey, but soon 
after the train started 
he was rudely told he 
could not occupy the 
pes. ts : n he 
’ an 
vened his ticket ; 
he was forcibly re- 
moved from the 
select assembly of 
ue, and _rele- 
gated to a compart. 
ment marked For 


ry 
that he is bringing 
anaction against the 
Company, claiming 
heavy for 
the insult andannoy- 
ance to which he 
was subjected. We 
sincerely hope he'll 
win it. *° 


In order to discow the increasing drunkenness in the Russian 
capital, the names of all persons found intoxicated in the streets of 
St. Petersburg will in future be inserted in an official organ, as 
well as included in a printed list posted in various parts of the 
city. It has been suggested that something of the same sort 
would work well over here. Should the idea be adopted, we would 
advise the authorities to keep the names of A, SLOPER and 
McGooseley always in type. *\° 


A WRITER in a musical contemporary has discovered that there 
is a certain amount of excellence in comic song music. Only 
fancy! We shall have somebody finding out a spice of humour 
in the books of Jerome, or a spark of talent in the plays of 
Pinero soon, It’s really very encouraging, isn’t it? 


s 
HAVE you seen the new coupé hansom? There aren't many 
about at prowet but, as someone sings at the halls, “We can do 
with a jolly lot more.” They're miles ahead of the dusty, fust: 
old growlers, and possess many advantages over the hansom. 
coupé hansom for us in future, please, 


s 

M. Max LEBAuDYy is a very lively young man indeed. The way 
in which he is scattering the oof made by his deceased parent, who 
was something in 
the sugar refining 
way, must emi- 
nently satisfactory 
to the Parisian 
tradesmen, and 
the golden youth's, 
of course, extensive 
circle of acquain- 
tances. M. Lebaudy, 
however, is not 
without a certain 
amount of original- 
ity, as is proved by 
hisattempt to revive 
the ancient sport of 
bull fighting, and 
that he does nat 
lack courage is 
proved by his as- 
sumption of the of- 
tice of toreador. 
The French authori- 
ties are trying to 
put down the de. 
moralising — exhibi- -22 
tions, but hitherto + 
the festive Max has 
succeeded in defying 
them. Whoknows? = 
Perhaps an extra smart bull may save them the trouble, and puta 
finish to Mr, Sugarstick’s brief but interesting career. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR POR TUE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 18TH, 1994 
—_—— 


7th October, 1889.—The Daily Telegraph of this date says: 
“ An unfortunate man named Pierre, a carpenter, living in a villag. 
near Besangon, has just pe an_end to his days in a very tragi- 
manner. After soaking the furniture and walls of his cottage with 
petroleum he set fire to the a? and then went upstairs to an 
attic, where he hanged himself. Perceiving the flames and th. 
smoke the neighbours ran in, and Pierre, who was not yet deni, 
and feared they would cut him down, blew out his brains befor. 
their eyes with a revolver. with which he had taken the precaution 
of providing himself. A few days before he had carved his own 
see on a wooden cross which he had made, concluding with 
the words, ‘Don't pray for him : his hell is over!’” 


Sth October, 1888.—The special feature of a menagerie at 
Boue, in Algeria, consisted in a collection of no fewer than seventy 
crocodiles, which were fed publicly at stated hours by the manage;. 
M. Pernolet, He always wore a pair of Wellington yand hid 
a stick, with which to beat off the reptiles when they became too 
ravenous and attempted to snap the food out of his hands, This 
day Pernolet was sitting on the back of his 1a: t crocodile, and 
kept feeding the rest for about ten minutes, when, all at once, as 
he turned his head and put out his hand to the attendant for a 
piece of meat, one of the others crawled up to him and bit him in 
the stomach. A shout was raised by the spectators, and tho-- 
around the tank tried to beat away the crocodile, who, notwith. 
standing M. Pernolet’s blows, began whirling round his prey as if 
to tear him to pieces, Ustoee ys in struggling, M. Pernolt 
slipped and fell in the very midst of the reptiles, which all rushed 
on him with fury. A panic took place among the spectators, who 
mostly fled. Nevertheless, M. Pernolet was rescued. 


Oth October, 1889.—A Vienna newspaper of this date says! 
“ A young man, calling himself Count Sandor Vay, who pretended 
to have fallen out with his family in Hungary, married last August 
a teacher at Klagenfurt, aged twenty-seven, daughter of an inspector 
of w and forests there. The-marriage took place on a lonely 
farm in ey, a certain Father Imre officiating at the wedding 
ceremony. Ere long it was found that the so-called count was, in 
reality, a woman of thirty-six, the Countess Savolta Vay, daughter 
of the late colonel of Honveds, Count Ladislaus Vay, who, as lon: 
as he had only daughters, caused Savolta to be dressed and educate: 
asa boy. When, however, a real heir was born, she was accustomed! 
to her boy's réle, and refused to be treated asa girl. All her life 
she worn male attire,and recently had appeared in the uniform 
of the Honveds. She published a collection of poems under th: 
name of Sandor, and associated with young men, who were not in 
the secret, in manly amusements. She was well known in Pesth, 
where she visited cafés in men’s clothing, and drank and smoke: 
with journalists and officers. From Pesth. where eccentricities of 
that sort are hardly a rarity, she ciapreates about a year ago, after 
which she was not again heard of till her arrest, on the demand of 
her nominal father-in-law, at Klagenfurt. It is possible that 
Father Imre was not a priest, and that the girl, in going throuzi 
the form of marriage, only executed another eccentricity in order 
to procure money, in which she was in great need.” 


10th October, 1831.—Nottingham was this day burnt br 
rioters during the Reform excitement. [n all angling localities ti. 
merits of Nottingham worms for angling pu are fully recoz- 
nised ; but only a comparatively few people are aware of thr 
trouble that is expended upon them. This industry atfords 
employment to a large number of persons throughout a consider. 
able part of the year, who, every favourable night, collect the 
worms from their happy hunting- grounds in the meadows. 
Naturally the supply in wet weather is more abundant than when 
the atmosphere is , although some sort of a harvest can even 
then be obtained by watering the ground. The wormers are 
provided with lanterns, and have to exercise some considerab!: 
agility in catching their prey, as, if disturbed by noise, they poy: 
back into their holes. As soon as the worms are brought in from 
the country, they are taken to the “farmer,” who places them in 
common field-moss, and there they remain until they are as tough 
as a piece of india-rubber, which is a proof of their being in good 
order to use as a bait, as a freshly-caught worm is extremely tender, 
and breaks up readily when put upon a hook. 


11th October, 1296.—This day, Old Michaelmas, quarter 
of ee) was valued at 3s. 6¢., a quarter of oats 2s., and a pound of 
wool at 8s. 


12th October, 1681.—“ Mrs. Celiers, a midwife, was this day 
publicly tlogged ‘for politics,"” says Wade. 

18th October, 1815.—This day Napoleon Bonaparte landed 
at St. Helena a perpetual exile. 


——— 


THE PUBLICAN. 
THE publican’s eye may be keen as the eye 
_ Of the eagle, through ether that passes : 
Yet—strange to relate !—he can never deny 
That he’s always accustotied to “ glasses.” 
You are surely on land, when you lazily stand 
In the publican’s cosy resort : 
But the publican—he can soon make you “at sea,” 
And can drown you in sight of the “ port.” 


The stout engine-drirer may long be a striver 
For fame, and yet ne'er be a culler 

Of laurels like those which the publican shows ; 
For the latter's a stout-engine-PULLER. 


The publican's face may be bloated and fat, 
Or, per contra, be freckled and lean, 

But his face will’ be bonny, in spite of all that, 
Since for ages he’s BONIFACE been ! 


Our features may bleach when our clergymen preach 
Of eternity, sternly sublime : 
But I firmly believe that more greatly we grieve 
When the publican preaches of “ TIME!" 
ies 


A LIVING MARVEL! y 

“ AND that pris'ner over there—next to the wall, jon steppin: 
off the treadmill—him with the dark hair,” said the obliging ward’ 
who _ was personally conducting a party over the Wormwoo: 
Scrubbs establishment, “he was the trusted book-keeper of a bi- 
firm in theCity. He embezzled somethink like seventeen thousan'! 
pounds, and all within three years.” 

“ And what's he got?" 

“ Only two years, Miss, only two years.” 

“ That seems very little?” . 

“ Ah, but I haven't told youall. They're getting upa petition t 
Mr. Hasquith, the Home Secryterry, to have his sentence—lis!! 
as it seems—remitted, and let him go free altogether.” 

“ Dear, dear; on what grounds?” 

“ Why, Miss, on the grounds that he's the first embezzler whe 
didn't plead to the Judge that he took the money to settle his debt 
at betting, to which he'd been led by bad companions! I'll new 
show youa man who got twenty years fer stealing a hard-boile! 
egg, which subsequently turned ‘out to be one o’ the old het 
wrong ‘uns! And the wondering party passed on. 

————eeenens 
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GOOD NEWS FOR THE GAMPLESS. 


. ts stated that the District Messenger Co. is about to start places for the 
thes — letting of umbrellas on wet days, 


How soothing 
"twill be, on the 
numerous days 

When the wea- 
ther is wet, 

To_ notice 
looming that 
comforting 


hrase, 
«Umbrellas to 
Let!” 

When Jupiter 
Pluvius threat- 
ens your “tile” 

(Your best one, 
you bet 

_ this legend 


defiantly 
Z f =  smile— 
j ‘ff / %, 6 “Umbrellas to 
mt J y ( wr Let!” 
. / Umbrellas to Let! 
\ VN Umbrellas to 
Let! 


Good news for the gampless who wander in wet, 
And you needn't much fret at running in debt— 
They're sixpence per “ brolly "—Umbrellas to Let ! 


There'll be no excuse now in the drizzle and damp 
Te cause friends to fret ; 
Let him who'd fain beg, steal 
Note “ Umbrellas to Let! 
And to waltz from the club with another man’s “mush” 
Won't be etiquette. 
“Mush "-mover, the rather go read with a blush— 
“ Umbrellas to Let!” 


Umbrellas to Let, etc. 


or borrow a gamp, 


A NEW WOMAN. 

“No, Arthur,” said the fair girl decidedly, as she er 
herself from the check coat sleeve which had_encircl er 
waist, and smoothed her rumpled curls into something like order 
azain, “No, Arthur, you really ought to know me better than to 
think that | am to be won with a few cy oe promiees, and a little 
empty flattery like, like—well, like any ordinary girl,” she con- 
cluded scorn ully. 

“My darling,” he cried, passionately, “ you wrong me when you 
speak like that. Believe me, my protestations are sincere, and no, 
no praise of your beauty could be flattery. Tell me, love! why do 
you persist in doubting me?” 

~ Because you are a man, Arthur,” she answered ; “surely that is 
sufficient reason 


for mistrust.” 

“But I hoped 
you loved me,” 
he stammered. 


“The presump- 
tion of your sex,” 
she said, coldly. 
“What encour- 
agement have [ 
ever given you for 
“1 outrageous 
belief 2" 

“Well, 1 don't 
know,” he replied, 
rather nettled, 
“but you cer- 
tainly haven't 
shown any 
marked distaste 
for my society, 
and you've ac- 
cepted) my pre- 
sents, and a 
theatre ticket and things.” p 

“And you dare to taunt me with it,” she cried angrily; “do 
rou think, then, that I am to be bribed, bought with a two-guinea 
bracelet, or a dress circle for the play?’ 

* No, no, of course,” he cried hastily, feeling that he was losin 
round, “ Really, love, there is no occasion for this excitement. 

~ What woman, what eelf-relying woman, could be calm under 
the circumstance,” she answered. “ Now, listen, Arthur,” she con- 
tinued, “you have asked me to be your wife, but are you sure of 
sour ground before taking this step! Do you realise that I am not 
a mere pretty doll, a plaything to be cast quietly aside, a poor 
weak trusting girl to be deceived, and cajoled, bullied, and petted 
like the majority of wives, but a firm, determined, self-reliant, 
*trong-minded woman, one who admits not the fallacy of man's 
‘uperiority, who has the courage to defy the conventionalities 
which have so long fettered her sex. I am a woman of spirit, 
Arthur, a woman of ceurage, and if—ugh ! whatever's that?” 

“Just a moment, dear,” he said calmly, “yes, it’s as I thought, 
you've a long pes caterpillar crawling down your neck.” 

With a wild piercing scream the self-reliant, strong-minded 
woman threw herself into his arms, “Oh, save me, Arthur,” she 
tried, wildly, ‘‘ save me, and I'll marry you when you like.” 

And as the inferior mortal deftly removed the offending insect 
hv really hadn't the heart to quash it beneath his heel. Its arrival 
‘as 50 Opportune, 

—_—_—- 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 4.—THE BLUE Post GIRL. 
THE Blue Post wine 
Has a splendent shine, 
And a sparkle that likes 
me well ; 
But a sunnier sheen 
Is the glow that’s seen 
In the eves of the Blue 
Post belle! 


To make you frisky 
The Blue Post whisky 
Is a drink that no drinks 


excel ; 
But skilled to impart 
A more joysome heart 
Is the smile of the Blue 
Post belle! 


The food we “ munch,” 
At the hour of lunch, 
In the Blue Post, is 

cooked right well: 
Yet ment or paste 
Has a daintier taste 
From the hands of the 
Blue Post belle! 


From Sorrow's cup 
We perforce must sup 
Many sips while on earth we dwell ; 
But the bitterest draught 
Is the drink that’s quaffed 
When we part from the Blue Post belle! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


ee 

New Roap, Wark, Sept. 23rd. 
My DEAR OLD ALLY,—I! know you are continually peels 
tatoes bearing a more or less fancy likeness to your classica 
features, but whilst digging my Magnum Bonums [ came across 

the 9 ong specimens, which you see represent not onl 
you, but Mrs. fe Twins, and Alexandry. I am sorry Jubilee is 
missing, but perha) he has wandered away and I shall come across 
him later on. If Ido I will post him on, and you will then have 

the entire family circle. With much admiration. Yours always, 


AN OLD SUBSCRIBER, 
ppcineanees caeeeeeeneneniel 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No, 268.—Hz Coutp Easity HavE TOoED THE LIXE. 


lr the Mightiest Man beneath Heaven's Empyrean 
Is aught in the world, he's an Epicurean. 
Good food he adores, wheresoe’er it be found, 
From the whelk to the succulent flitch ; 
But, alas! he's been ruined—that Fabric renowned— 
By a dish of rich fish in a ditch ! 


For SLOPER one night found the heart of him light, 
So he strolled to his club, and blissfully tight. 
And at three of the morn he did homeward m: 
With a zi , & lurch and a pitch; 
And ‘twas then that he met with his horrible fate, 
Through a dish of rich fish in a ditch ! 


Yet no fish he espied, and no ditch he descried ; 
Buta copper, who hima qe 

Found him lain in Shoe Lane. ~_ custody ta‘en, 
Quo’ the Wreck, “1'm ash sho! aj ! 

And the stolid inspector said, “ SLOPER, nore cunning: 
Yet I'll heed the acknowledgment which 

You have solemnly made, if you'll nine times hand-running 
Say ‘ A dish of rich fish in a ditch!'" 


Then the Wreck, without dread of the consequence, said, 
“Ika shay it, shir, shple’didly, shtansh on my head !” 
And thore eight m Hables nine times he spake 
But he spake them, alas! in such style that the Beak 
Was next morning compelled to make SLOPER forsake 
His poor kids and his wife for the space of a week. 
And we're bound to admit that the sentence was right, 
And that SLOPER deserved his seven days: for that night 
He had mumbled nine times, as if smitten by witchery, 
“ Dishery fitchery rhishinna ditchery !" 


—_o—— 


A WORD OF WARNING. 


ComeE here, sonny—you in the patent leather shoes and brown 
billycock hat—we want you. Remember that girl you met down 
at Margate six weeks ago: you know the one we mean, re frock 
blue linen shirt, brown eyes, and black toreador hat? ell, all 
her spring guns and young-man traps are set to kill before Christ- 
mas. Mind she doesn’t land you. 

For, in the blind ventures of matrimony nothing is certain but 
breezy conversation and familiarity with the handwriting of a 
dressmaker and milliner. You can tell about as much about a 
woman by the looks of her eyes and the shape of her nose, and the 
contour of her waist as you can ascertain about the health of an 
egg by the appearance of the shell. On the other hand, a female 
with no more style about her than a forgotten sausage roll in a tail 
pocket of an Epping Forest excursionist, is just as likely to turn 
ont a desirable better-half—one who doesn't leave out the suet 
when she makes a pudding, nor mangles one’s undershirts without 
removing the pearl buttons—as agoaling is tocome out of a goose egg. 

Think it over. 

A woman may have large feet and a small kead, with red hair, 
white eyebrows and a mole on her nose, and still have more than 
virtues enough about her to make a good step-mother, while the 
dizzy darling creature, who created such a flutter at the last 
Holborn “ Cinderella,” may have a tongue with an edge like a razor 
and a disposition that will wear a man bald before he loses his 
sweetstuff tooth. Oh, it’s true, don’t you think it isn't. Many 
and many a girl may prove herself the most desirable company on 
Sunday evenings for a month or two, and inside three moons 
when the knot is tied make reason gasp and gurgle by her awful 
back-answers. 

The unthinking, unsuspecting, sure-to-be-alright, young man, 
who goes in pursuit of happiness and thinks he has found it in 
blue eyes, gigot sleeves, and high-heeled t leather shoes with 
one bewitching strap across the instep, will wake up in the middle 
of one night and fancy himself on the brink of a chasm, fourteen 
thousand miles high, with twenty-eight billion voices shrieki 
at him “Why didn't you find out what she was before you marri 
her?"—and not a pinch of cotton wool to stop his ears for love or 
money. 


[EDITORIAL NoTE.—The Editor of “ A. 8. H.-H.” considers it 
hia duty to add that the foregoing was written by one of 
the few married men on his staff, who went home last 
night and walked into his wife's dressing-room without 
wiping his feet on the doormat. 


S EEEneessteeeeeeel 


A WOMAN'S BUT A WOMAN. 


A WOMAN'S but a woman, sir, 
So fraught with foolish ‘pride 
That her lookinn gues can for her surpass 
All sights in the world beside. 
Her every thought and act are vain ; 
The chief of egotists xhe : 
And au pet am I not insane ?— 
I would always with her be! 


A woman's but a woman, sir, 
With coquetry so filled— 
So prone her heart to Cupid's dart— 
That no sage, however skilled, 
Could with all his wealth of wisdom guess 
If she’s true or false to me: 
And yet—oh, madness measureless !— 
I would always with her be! 


A woman's but a woman, sir, 
A creature weak and frail, 
Who oft can make my heart to ache, 
And oft my cheeks turn pale ; 
Who oft my saddened soul can vex 
Till I long for Death's decree : 
And yet—God bless the gentler sex !— 
1 would always with her be! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


OvtT of Tune: The letter Z. 

THE “ Morning Leader”: Aurora, 

PaTRICK's Favourite Fish Diet: Herring-go-bragh. 

“THE Light that Failed” Candle-light, when gas came in. 
A 9a laeemeaaal Fervent passages in the Gospel according to 

. Luke. 

LAND-LUBBERS who are frequently on the “Seize”: Emergency 
men, bailiffs, etc. 

Wury is a policeman like the Eminent's wife ?—Because SLOP is 
the better half of SLOPER. 

WHEN “boon companions” get a few glasses too much, they 
should be described as “ ba-boon companjons.” 
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THE FAMILY GHOST. 


—F ee 
CHAPTER VI. 
Mr. RATSBANE had not onl 


quite 
with ghosts. Al- 
most every kind 
of ghost was re- 

ted. There 
were sailor 
ghosts, who were 
responsible for 
much gruff and 
grim cursing; 
there were fe- 
male 
look: 


¢; pirate 


thrusts and exer- 
cises with the 
cutlass; there Pirate ghosta, 

was one black- 

coated, white-neck Scotch missionary ghost, which was under- 
stood to be responsible for the sounds which resembled hymns ; 
and among them all was the real and original Family Ghost, with 
the rattling chains, and which had now added a very gloomy and 
dissatisfied expression to the other amenities which had hitherto 
formed the features of his surroundings. 

The fact was that the Family Ghost felt decidedly uncomfort- 
able. He had for two or three centuries enjoyed 2 monopoly of 
the blood-curdling business on the premises, and the sudden 
arrival of two hundred and thirty-five ghosts had considerably 
seest his arrangements for his own comfort. The new ghosts were 
also somewhat irreverent. They did not pay the respect that a 
ghost of such venerable antiquity was entitled to expect. They 
scoffed at his chains and other ste rties,” and the female ghosts 
sneered at the out-of-date style of winding sheet that he wore. Tho 

missionary ghost also en- 
969. deavoured to question him 
on theological matters, 
and made an effort to ex- 
ee to him the peculiari- 
jes of Scotch dissent, as 
represented by the Free 
and the U. P. Kirks, and 
that finished him. He 
soured perceptibly night 
by night, did not throw 
ener, into the chain- 
rattling business as of 
yore, and was even ob- 
rerved to retire to rest 
freyuently ere the cock on 
the premises had given in- 
timation that it was time 
to conclude the activitics 
of the profession. 

And Mr. Ratsbane? 
How did the overcrowded 
condition of the ghost 
businessaffect him? Bad- 
ly, it must be confessed, 
) first; but Intterly not at 

all. For the first two or 
) three weeks of residence at 
Coltsmere, Mr. Ratsbane 
got little sleep. Ghost 
after phon cerned along- 
side his , like the per- 
formers at a variety show, 
and as each tried his best to throw soul into his performance, sleep 
was almost an impossibility. Mr. Ratsbane did not dread the pre- 
sence of the spirits. He had not feared them during their earthly 
existence, and he was not the man toallow them to affect him now 
that their chief claim to zeroes was their intangibility. They were 
at liberty to mouth and mew! as much as they chose for all he cared ; 
but at first their noise disturbed him. Custom, however, has a 
world of influence, and ere long Mr. Ratsbane slept the sleep of 
the just, despite the racket that the two hundred and thirty-six 

hosts kicked up. The only discomfort to Mr. Ratsbane was the 
fact that their presence compelled him to sleep in a lonely portion 
of the mansion. It might have been that, had the servants 
been present while the ép ritual manifestations were in progress, 
they would have declined to remain. The servants knew there was 
something weird and mysterious going on in the eastern wing of 
Coltsmere ; but 
the fact that Mr. 
Ratsbane bore 
it all cheerfully 
and showed no 
emotion, arous- 
ed admiration 
of that gentle- 
man's bravery 
and he gained 
credit rather 
than lost it in 
the eyes of those 
in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

The credit 
given that gen- 
tleman for his 
courage le 
him quite ahero 
in the eyes of 
the young ladies 
of the district, 
and many of 
them even 
theme dt they 
would be ready 
to brave the 
risks of Colts- 
mere in com- 
pany with such 
a hero. 

Mr.Ratsbane's 
indifference to 
their presence 
had a most exasperating effect on the ghostly crowd, They were 
not used to such treatment. The traditions of the profession had 
always been that apparitions should be treated with awe. Here 
they were treated to marked disrespect. Mr. Ratsbane even snored 
on some occasions. It was not to be borne. 

(To be continued next week.) 


It was not to be borne. 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


CUTTING, 


820 ALLY 


(Saturday, October 6, 1894, 


THE “F.O.S.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


She, Isn't it cruel to kill birds to trim a hat ? 
He. Very cruel indeed ! 
She. Dou't buy me a hat—buy me a sealskin coat. 


‘ih 


i 


A HAPPY LITTLE HOME. 
She. And you know you married me for-my money, 


No. 380.—EX-SUPERINTEN DENT STEGGLES, F.0.8, Décolivtér Fair One, Doyou know, Bre Bpccorr, your husband has been talking such sentimental nonscnse to you beats “ PRE 
[LOP - a + . 2 vb me: but Ive been hauvhing in my sleeve at him all the time. le. No, my dear ; it was ¢ for your good lvoks 
ee ee Sirs. Spooner (pointediy). ludecd | 1 would have imagined that almost au impossibility, or good temper—I have forgotten which, 


the police, ant it is with a keen sense of pleasure that he is 
herewith enabled to present his readers with the portrait of one 
of the most distinguishet ornaments of the force. Our hero has 
now retire! from the service, after a lon and honourable career, 
aml reposes comfortably upon the bed of luxury, covered with 
fame, glory, and gold medals, During his connection with the 
police, however, his name became a very terror to evilloers, so 
een a nose had he for criminals ; aud his many smart captures 
of notorious malefactors will be doubtless well rememberet by 
our readers. Chiefly because of his splendid service to the force 
he was created F.0O.5., and the ‘Sloper Awarl of Megit’ 
presented to him November 28th, 1891."—Lebrett Jmproved, 


MORE FAITH HEALING. 


.HOT WATER 
SIXPENCE 


Ze 


“Garn, who are yon gittin'at with verairs. My father's been 
more times im ‘Quad’ than yourn.” 


All right, euv'nor, Here goes! Try it yourvelf first, thongh. Tain'tselfish! SpLasa! 


1) Father Flateatechor. Un! another pilgrim coming. This “miraculous cure™ 
— (4) “Well, ain't it queer. I'm blowed if [don't feel a lot better already! Fert 


fake's the best Dever trict A few more of ‘em and [shall be able to pay my strap at 


the Blue Duck and lay in a miraculons tap of my own.—-(2) The Milurim. Alas! 
yes, father; Dam suffering from a complicated attack of dry thirst, kleptomania, and 
jimjams. You really think the water will Lenefit me? Father Flateatcher. 
Undoubtedly, my son! Make your donation, and ask no questione, Throw aside 
your crutches and jump in. It has alreaty washed half the deceased tramps in the 
Country, aud therefore cannot fail to be refreshing and beneficial—(3) The Pilgrim. 


as if I shall ran too fast if I don’t take this with me for ballast, Off it comes !—(>) 
* Bye-bye, old cock !"——(6) Puther Flateatcher, No; this “suered well” business 
ain't what it used to be. The spirit of scepticism abrowl in these days is something 
awful. 1 shall chack it ae Good job that pagan Icft his crutches behind him, 
though, or I never should have got home with the rheumatics in both legs andl the 
cramp in my tum after that drenching. Heigho! what a wicked world is this! 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO A NEW MEDIUM. 


NOT THE GHOST OF A CHANCE. 


AGAIN! 


Professor Smortpott. Mivht T trouble one of you children to 
tell me the name of this villaze—. 

Chorus of Children unable tu restst the opportunity, "K don't 
kuow where ‘e are !! 


Billy made the running pretty hot with this 
girl, but her old man wouldn't have him at any 
price. The Honourable retains the sears of the 
uld gentleman's shooting boots to this day. 


“Til teach ver to make eyes at Mrs. Privzins, Yon may be First Rogie, Well, where are vou working now ? 
‘andsome, but Taint yoimg to support ny blessed Lortharios cond howe, Nowhere! Cau't vet a haunt for love or money, 
with my manglin’ )” Sanitary inspector has condemned all ny best houses, 


“Whateser do you mix your colours with to net 
these charming effects 2" “brains. 
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